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He might haue kept that glorie till this day. 

But when he tookc a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall days 
I lien that fun-liiine bred a fhovvre for him, 

Winch wafiit his fathers fortunes out of Fraunce, 

And hcapt feditions on his crowne at home, 
ror what ^ >at ^ rnou,< ^ c befe tumults but thy pride? 

Hsdlt thou bin meeke,our title yet had flepr, 

A nd we in pittie of the gentle King, 

Had fljpt our claime vntill an other age. 

George .But when we law our Sommer brought the ^aine 
And that the harueft brought vs no cncrcale, 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote: 

And though the edge haue fomthing hit our fe lues, 

^ et know thou, we will neuer ceafe to ftrike, 
fill we haue he wen thee downe, 

Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods, 

Edw. And in this rc-folution I defie thee, 

Not willing any longer conference, 

Since thou clenidl the gentle King to fpeakc. 

Sound trufnpetSjlct our blouddic collours waue. 

And either Vidorie,orelfe a graue, 

Queens. Staie£dWW,ftaie. 

AViv. Hence wrangling.womanjle no longer fiaie, 
i ny words will coft ten thoufand liues to day. 

- Excunt °mnes. ' <Ukmcs . 

Enter PVartyicke. 

I r f r ar, Sorcfpent with toile,as runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a licle while to breath, 

Tor 1 1 rokes receiu r d,and many blowes repaide. 

Hath robdc my ftrong knit finewes oftheir ftrength. 

And force per force needes mud I yeeld my felfe. 

Enter Edward. 

Smile gentle heauens,or ffrike vngentle death, 

1 hat we may diewnlefle wegaine the daie* 

VV hat fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harnileffe line of Takes true houfe/ 

Enter (jeorge. 


Torke> and Benrie the fixt. 

Geor* Come brother, come, lets to the field againe, 

For yet theres hope enough to win the dale: 

Then let vs backe to cheerc our fainting croopes. 

Led they retire now we haue left the field. 

W*r. How now my Lords ?w hat hap, what hope of good? 

Enter Ytyhard. running* 

Rich . Ah Warwick ?, why halt thou withdrawne thy fAfe; 
Thy noble father in the thick eft throngs, 

Crideftill for Warwick* his thrice valient lonne, 

V ntill with thoufand fwords he was befee, 

And manie wouudes made in his aged breft: 

And as he totering fate vpon his fteede> 

He waft his hand to me and cried aloud % 

%W^commend me to my valient fonne. 

And ftill he cri cd,Warwtck? reuenge my death* 

And with thofe words he tumbled ofhis horfe. 

And fo the noble Salsburie gauc vp the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with his blond, 
lie kill my horfe becaufe I will not flic: 

Andheere to God ofheauen 1 make a vow, 

Neuer to pafie from forth this bloody field. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death, 

£dw. Lord Warwick ? J doe bende my knees with thine. 

And in that vow, now ioyne my loule to thee, 

1 hou fetter vp and puller downe of Kinges, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vi&orie to vs. 

Or let vs die before we loofc the day* 

G^.Then let vs hafte to chcarc the Souldicrs harts. 

And call them pillers that will ftandco vs. 

And highly gromife to remunerate 

Their truftie feruice, in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich, Come,come a way.and ftand not to debate, 
jj 0r yec is hope of fortune good enough. 
hrotherSjgiue me your handes, and let vs part, 

°. ur Jeaucs > vnci11 niccte againe* 

Where ere it be,in beauen or in earth. 

^°w I that neuer wcpc,nowmdt in woe, 

-® e thefe dyremiftiaps ceminuefo. Warwick farewell. 

P 2. War, 
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